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Commissioner of Syria, had knelt before this boy. It
seemed difficult to believe. Yet it turned out to be true.
After the boy's father was assassinated, in 1922, General
Weygand pinned on little Fouad's breast the Cross of
the Legion of Honor. He had indeed knelt—I saw a
snapshot of the ceremony—but I think he was merely
bending down in a natural way to the level of the child's
breast, rather than intending to do formal homage.
The Sitt Nazira was proud of the fact that little Fouad
had a French tutor, and at her request the child recited
for us a poem by Lamartine.
Daoud had told me—and he still sticks to the state-
ment—that no man in Syria outside the circle of her im-
mediate relatives has ever seen Sitt Nazira's face. Be
that as it may, becoming animated in the course of her
conversation with us, she unfastened her veil and let it
partially drop, held in her left hand, so that her eyes
and the top of her nose were visible. Glamour and mys-
tery aside, it seemed to me that she was authentically
beautiful. Her eyes were enormous, liquid black and
wide-set beneath a noble forehead, softened by the wavy
hair that partially showed beneath the upper part of the
veil. Once, when, in her interest, the veil was dropped
for a moment still farther, I had a glimpse of her entire
face. Her nose was aquiline, finely chiseled, her mouth
large, perfectly formed, with full red lips and flashing
teeth. If there was any flaw, It was the heavy, dominant
chin, the chin of a race of rulers; but though it detracted
slightly from the feminine beauty of the face, it added
to its strength.
When luncheon was announced, the Lady excused her-
self. She ate alone In her bedroom behind a curtain

